Come shyly, with quivering fur, to see
The stranger under their Tamarind tree.

Daylight dies,

The Camp fires redden like angry eyes,
The Tents show white,
In the glimmering light,

Spirals of tremulous smoke arise, to the purple skies
And the hum of the Camp sounds like the sea,
Drifting over the sand to me.

Afar, in the Desert some wild voice sings
To a jangling zither with minor strings,
And, under the stars growing keen above,
I think of the thing that I love.

A beautiful thing, alert, serene,
With passionate, dreaming, wistful eyes,
Dark and deep as mysterious skies,
Seen from a vessel at sea.
Alas, you drifted away from me,
And Time and Space have rushed in between,
But they cannot undo the Thing-that-has-been,

Though it never again may be.
You were mine, from dusk until dawning light,
For the perfect whole of that bygone night
You belonged to me!

They say that Love is a light thing,
A foolish thing and a slight thing,